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Merry Ficmas 


"I'd NEVER get a perm." Bast declares, watching Rosey behind him in the mirror slowly unwinding a long roller 
before shaking out a tight spiral. "Would you?" 


"No WAY." Rosey avows adamantly, adding to the growing pile of curlers atop the vanity before unclipping the 
next. "All those chemicals just FRY your hair. Who wants to look like Ozzy?" 


"Or Izzy?" quips Bast, and the two share a bitchy little titter while Rosey continues removing rollers, admiring 
his handiwork. 


Bast's locks are soft and fine, golden ringlets unspooling between Rosey's nimble fingers. IIl take some finicky 
picking and teasing once completely undone to get the look Rosey wants to see, but for now he appreciates the 
perfectly defined corkscrews that evoke thoughts of porridge and beds "JUST right” 


"HIS hair's totally natural, isn't it?" Bast inquires, studying the novelty of his face framed by springy curls, 
wondering how he'd look if they were sin-black. 


"Of COURSE it is." replies Rosey, carefully unravelling the last roller. 


Bast grins saucily at him in the mirror, asking: "Is it that thick and curly EVERYWHERE?" 


Rosey blushes pink as his namesake, ducking his head to answer: "I don't know."..although he does, having 


sneaked many an opportunistic peek 

Bast continues to inspect himself in the mirror as Rosey begins to fingercomb and lightly spritz his curls into 
an artfully tangled mane. He's already wearing the costume Rosey'd requested of black leather trousers with 

silver-buckled belt and vest winking with a few matching silver studs open over his bare chest. Bast isn't too 


crazy about the way all that black makes his pale skin look pallid, but, hey, it's Rosey's fantasy.. 


"All done." Rosey proclaims. He puts down the spray bottle, freeing his hands to reverently pick up the finishing 


touch from a chair behind them. 

"He's gonna KILL you if he finds out you took that!" Bast remarks, regarding the object with awe. 

"He won't find out." Rosey promises. "He's got lots. This one's old” 

The broad black top hat banded with beaten silver medallions is too large for Bast's narrow skull, and its brim 
falls down to cover his eyes as Rosey nestles it atop his newly-wrought ringlets then immediately begins to 
laugh. Bast tips back the hat to behold himself in the mirror and agrees the result is pretty hilarious. 

"No." Bast giggles. "I don't think he'd make a very hot blonde after all." 


"| guess not" Rosey admits, a little crestfallen. "Sorry | put you through all this. You're a good friend” 


"Don't be sorry." Bast reassures him. "I'm having fun" He stands up and turns around to smile into Rosey's 


face, saying: "And if you're nice enough to me, | won't ever tell him we did this." 


